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Abstract
There are many kinds of whistles...
Whistles 
Eileen Dudgeon 
THERE are many kinds of whistles. There are noon whistles and police whistles; wet whistles and five o'clock whistles. 
There are high whistles and low whistles; tuneless whistles—and 
the whistle that the boys give Nancy when she goes by. 
Take for instance one Thursday afternoon during maneuvers-
Nancy's maneuvers. Four sailors were reclining on a footbridge 
intended by the designers to be wide enough for two. And it was 
wide enough when some housemother or dean or even some nice, 
studious girl wanted to walk over it. But let a girl like Nancy 
come by, and it became suddenly crowded. 
Nancy spied them a block away. She found it necessary to 
cross the street and her battle tactics went into play. What had 
been harmless, if rather hefty, hips became a 140-pound cross 
between a girdleless hula dancer, a Javanese acrobat and a peg-
legged tar. 
It was obvious by then that her objectives were military, and 
so the blue and white rose to the occasion by forming an inter-
play of bell-bottomed trousers. 
With her red skirt swirling about her thighs, allowing an 
occasional 45-minute glimpse of her dimpled knees, she advanced, 
nonchalantly, chewing her gum, and casually dropping her 
eyelids. 
It's hard to say what the boys noticed after they recovered from 
the slither that passed as a walk, but it was probably the peasant 
blouse—better spelled with an "L" for them. It served most of 
the functions of a blouse, in a perfunctory sort of way. 
Close-range maneuvers were in order now, so she plunged into 
action, slightly parting her ruby lips; raising and lowering her 
eyelashes, not unlike a well-behaved window shade—an action 
carefully designed to yield the maximum result with the mini-
mum of smearing. 
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Thoroughly relaxed, now that they did not have to strain 
their eyes to see, the sailors enjoyed themselves. The skinny boy 
on the end studied for a moment before remarking carefully, 
"What a chassis." 
"Yeah," admired sailor number two. "Knee action." Sailor 
number three and sailor number four remained silent. 
Having by this time executed the four-foot expanse, Nancy 
swung her peroxide blonde hair to a more advantageous spot on 
her shoulder, pursed her ruby lips and touched one dainty finger 
to them. 
Quick in response, four pairs of lips pursed in return, and as 
one accord—the chord of a howling coyote—they released a long, 
low note—full, vibrant and resounding, on the sweet spring air. 
There are many kinds of whistles. There are noon whistles 
and police whistles; wet whistles and five o'clock whistles. There 
are high whistles and low whistles; tuneless whistles—and the 
whistle that the boys always give Nancy when she goes by. 
Editorial Comment 
Mary Krumboltz 
War. 
A black word torturing the tongue-tips 
Of a thousand mothers. 
W a r -
A black word that yet contains 
The hope of all the world. 
